Knowing full well that such charms can but invite

men.
Heroes to mate them.

Eyes of the green of the woods that maddened

Tristram!

Fair skin and smooth as the rosy-footed dove's wing!
Who would not fight, if he saw you, against this

trammelling of Love's wing?

Aye; and bow down, if he saw but half the vision,
I dare not call to the mind's eye, to adore you;
And be, if that great light shone with precision,
Awestruck before you.